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Used Pets
by Brad Oaberko
Dupey lay motionless on the floor. She looked up at me - but she
did not see. Blood trickled out of her mouth and lightly covered the
black and white tile floor of the kitchen. I knelt down and held my
eat's lifeless form in myarms. Iwas sad, but only to the natural extent
of a person who has lost a pet. I shook my head disgustedly at the
muffled snickers coming from the other room. I never thought it
would come to this, that it would go this far.
Two years ago, after living in my apartment for about two months, I
decided that I needed a pet to keep me company. Since I worked
during the day and would not have been able to take care of a dog or
cat, I decided on a parakeet. Money was even more scarce for me
then than it is now and, since pets are sometimes expensive, I was
forced to go to a second-hand pet store. Now the astute reader
would tend to be skeptical at this point in the story, probably finding it
hard to believe that there exists such a store. And I was equally as
dumbfounded when I happed upon it. I was wandering aimlessly
through the Salvation Army store and there it was. "USED PETS" the
sign read.And though I chuckled that day, as my need for a pet came
about, I figured a bird is a bird so I might as well save some money
and get one second-hand. And directly upon entering the store, I
spotted a cute little used parakeet perched in a cage in the corner.
After a superfluous scrutiny, I decided on the purchase despite my
aversion to the name "JAILBIRD" embossed on the cage. I lifted the
cage and carried it to the counter to find out more about my soon-to-
be pet.
NOTE: Before proceeding with the story, I think it approp-
riate to advise any reader who has found the plot
hard to believe to this point to discontinue reading.
I'll admit that the used pet store sounds a bit fabri-
cated and that the name "Jailbird" is painfully
cliche but, to use another cliche, that's how the
story goes. And as unbelievable as the story has
been thus far, it only gets more incredible from
here on. So please bear with me and I'm positive
that this tale will touch you as it has me.
Anyways, as it turns out, Jailbird was a strikingly appropriate name
because this bird had just been released from pet prison. Remember
... I warned you. But this is all true. Too painfully true I'm afraid. You
see Jailbird had been serving a five-month sentence (that's three
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years to you and me) for drug trafficking. It seems that he had been
involved in a racket that brings marijuana into the country from
Mexico. The smugglers would drive to a house about a mile south of
the border and from there, they would strap small bags of dope to
JB's belly and he would fly it across the line. Once across the border
another group of smugglers would remove the stuff, strap payment
on, and send JB back across into Mexico. I can't exactly remember
how they said that he got busted, but I do remember that the story
was kind of far-fetched and so you really aren't missing an important
part of the plot. So anyway, here I am in this used pet store bUying
this ex-con parakeet. But the price was just too good to pass up.
Jailbird turned out to be a great pet. He didn't eat much, he would
squawk back when I talked to him, and other than that, he was
peaceful and quiet. He did sleep a great deal and watched an
inordinate amount of television, but Icould handle that. The best part
was that he was so domestic that I could keep him in the apartment
without putting him in his cage when Iwent to work in the morning. In
this respect JB was more like a roommate than a pet and we grew
very fond of each other. Eventually, as most pet-owners do, I began
to worry about JB spending so much time alone. Thus, I began
contemplating a second pet. Back to the used pet store. Due to the
fact that my first excursion with a pet had worked so well, I decided
that it wouldn't be a bad idea to try a dog on the condition that it was
well-behaved AND housebroken. Now the reader thinks, "What are
the real chances of finding a well-behaved, housebroken dog at a
USED pet store?" A valid apprehension. But it must have been
predestined that I become a multi-pet owner because upon entering
the pet store for the second time, a beautiful German shepherd sat
sleeping where my JB had been caged only a few weeks earlier. I
inquired. Stinger was an ex-police dog, the kind that are used in
airports to smell luggage for drugs. Bear with me. So, looking for a
change of pace, Stinger quit his job as a canine narc and happened
upon this pet store in his quest for new opportunities. So there I was,
in a matter of two weeks, with an ex-drug smuggling parakeet and an
ex-cop German shepherd.
And they were great company back at the apartment. They got
along well together and to an outsider knowing nothing about the
animal kingdom, they would appear to be brothers. Frequently, I
would return home to find them wrestling in front of the television.
They shared the same plastic toys, they enjoyed the same shows,
and they both loved fresh air. This last interest is an assumption I
made because every night, upon returning home, the windows
would be wide open and, on occasions, the room would even smell
like air freshener. When they asked me to get tham a black light and
some incense I got suspicious. I was so naive. It seems that JB had
skimmed off the top of his deliveries and had his own private stash of
more than two pounds of marijuana hidden under the floor of his
cage. I felt as though my pets had been taking advantage of me. I felt
betrayed. It wasn't so much the fact of what they were doing; it was
the fact that they were doing it behind my back. But I've always been
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fairly liberal and after a lengthy, mature discussion of the issue, I told
them that I didn't care if they got high as long as they didn't do it while
I had company over.
And things went very well from that point until I brought Dupey
home. Dupey was my cat. And keeping with the philosophy that a
used pet is the best pet, Dupey was also a second-hand companion.
She had been a pet at a private girls school on the east coast. She
had been raised on fresh tuna and Chaucer. Plus, she was only a
dollar and a half and was too cute to pass up. But she didn't fit in with
her new peers and that was something that I should have realized
before I bought her. She was refined. She had no street sense.
Dupey was the type of cat that stray cats like to carve their initials in
during a free moment. Her idea of wild and crazy was leaving fur-
balls on the bedspread. But she was very lovable and tried extremely
hard to fit in with the others. But being a little more hard-core, JB and
Stinger would have nothing to do with the cat. I tried to reason with
them, but they were either too disinterested to listen or else too
stoned to. And consequently, because of the differences between
my pets, I was forced to protect Dupey and to favor her over her two
harsh roommates. And need I explain how favoritism is looked upon
by two street-wise house-pets?
What followed then was enough to make Marlin Perkins turn over
in his grave. This author can think of nothing more hideous than two
animals degrading and humiliating another over cruising rights to
my apartment. It was sickening. They started by uncovering all of
Dupey's droppings in her litter box. But Dupey took it in stride and
passively re-covered them. Then they caught her when she was
asleep and they braided her fur. A little groggy when she woke up
later, the prank went unnoticed and poor Dupey proceeded to pull a
jaw muscle trying to bathe herself. They even caught her once when
she was bathing between her hind legs and they tied her legs
together, disabling the poor creature and leaving her with her head
wedged between her bound legs. But these are not really bad as
animal pranks go. I've seen worse at friends' homes. You should see
how zany a goldfish can get if prompted enough. But my two forepets
(if I may use that term) didn't stop at this. They spent hours at a time
smoking joints and thinking of ways to slash at Dupey's iron ego. The
final straw came not too long ago. They laced the bottom of her litter
box with catnip. The next day, after a filling meal, Dupey left to relieve
herself. And JB and Stinger hid and watched as Dupey thrashed
about in her own pride. Dupey drey the line there as would any cat
with any dignity. She knew that her only hope was to approach them
and try to negotiate.
JB and Stinger had anticipated this inevitable tete-a-tete and had
already formulated their terms. Dupey quietly walked into the room
and saw her two antagonistic counterparts. Stinger sat motionless,
expressionless. But JB was grinning like the cat that ate the canary.
He told the humiliated feline their terms: they would cease and
desist if she would get high with them just one time so they could
show her what fun it is.Well, it looks like Dupey is as naive as her new
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owner. I guess JB was just too convincing.
I arrived home early that day because my day at the office had
been slow and uneventful. Wrapped in a playful mood, I thought that I
would try and sneak into the house and see what the troublesome
trio were up to. The key fit silently into the lock and I entered equally
noiseless. "They must have forgotten to open a window," I thought,
as a familiar smell slapped at my nose. I peered into the living room to
see what my friends were up to. They weren't there. CRASH! A noise
from the kitchen. I went over to the swinging doors leading to the
kitchen and eased them minutely apart. Stinger was on the floor
playing a pseudo-drum roll with his paws. JBand Dupey sat perched
atop the Frigidaire. The whole smoky room was dilated. JB took a hit
off the joint and gave it to Dupey to hold. And then, without warning,
he jumped off the icebox and plummeted to the tile floor. Inches
before he hit, his wings grabbed the smoke-filled air and he landed,
roughly but safely. Then the bird and the dog stared up at the cat
above them. They spoke to her but they were so stoned that it was all
gibberish to me. It was something to the effect that cats always land
on their feet and they wanted to see if it could be done stoned. Dupey
swatted a bowl full of plastic fruit down at her audience in defiance.
She felt like she fit in. Or at least it looked that way. She laughed as
she flung herself out past the freezer door and into the air. JB looked
at Stinger and smiled. He knew the cat was in the bag.
